202              .      CONTARINI FLEMING :

attractions. Their choicest memorials only accelerated my
progress, only made me more anxious to gain the chief seat
of the wonderful and romantic people who had planted in
all their market-places the winged lion of St. Mark, and
raised their wild and Saracenic piles between Roman
amphitheatres and feudal castles.

I was upon the Brenta, upon that river over which I had
so often mused beneath the rigour of a Scandinavian heaven;
the Brenta was before me, with all those villas, which, in
their number, their variety, and their splendour, form the
only modern creation that can be ranked with the Baiee of
imperial Rome. I had quitted Padua at an early hour to
reach Venice before sunset. Half way, the horses jibbed on
the sandy road, and a spring of the carriage was broken.
To pass the time, while this accident was repairing, Lau-
sanne suggested to me to visit a villa at hand, which was
celebrated for the beauty of its architecture and gardens.
It was inhabited only by an old domestic, who attended me
over the building. The vast suite of chambers, and their
splendid although ancient decorations, were the first evi-
dence that I had yet encountered of that domestic magni-
ficence of the Venetians of which I had heard so much. I
walked forth into the gardens alone, to rid myself of the
garrulous domestic. I proceeded along a majestic terrace,
covered with orange trees, at the end of which was a beau-
tiful chapel. The door was unlocked, and I entered. A
large crucifix of ebony was placed upon the altar, and
partly concealed a picture placed over the Holy Table. Yet
the picture could not escape me. Oh! no; it could not
escape me, for it was the original of that famous Magdalen
which had, so many years before, and in so different a place,
produced so great a revolution in my feelings. I remained
before it some time; and as I gazed upon it, the history of
rny life, was again acted before me. I quitted the chapel,
revolving in my mind this strange coincidence, and crossing